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succulent with an abundance of cream. The sight of
their pleasure amused Saunders.   He smiled. He
understood why Germans ate so much cream, why
they adored fat and thrived upon it. Without these
lubrications their language would stick in their throat
and rasp the roof of their mouth. Saunders laughed.
A German, wallowing in the middle of a cake crowned
with a mountain of cream, hastily put down the con-
fection with a puzzled expression on his face. Saun-
ders laughed again.   His sense of humour had
revived. There was hope for him yet.

At Schladming Saunders got out. He had com-
pleted his journey so far as railways were concerned,
and it now remained for him to walk about five miles
to the mountain village where he had arranged to
sfcay. As he slowly followed a steep footpath, he
suddenly turned round to look at the view. He
gazed for some time at snow-clad mountains that
stretched for miles to right and left of him, peak
rising above peak, a company of white immortals. The
beauty of it all thrilled him. The past, though not for-
gotten, seemed less acute, less raw, less insistent. It
seemed that, as he gazed upon these mountains, there
was a subtle spell that had the power of healing
the deepest of wounds, a spell that made life seem
different. He went on again, his step more brisk,
his spirits slowly but surely rising. Peasants accost-
ed him with a " Gniss Gott!" and, not knowing
precisely what they meant, he gave them an echo of